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When  venus  to  cythera’s  top  convey’d 

s  leeping  a  scanius,  ’ mongfl  soft  violets  laid, 
showers  of  pale  roses  on  the  boy  she  strew’ d, 
And  with  sweet  waters  all  the  place  bedew’d; 
she  then  her  old  Adonian  fire  retains, 
t  he  well-known  flame  Ideals  gently  through  her  veins ; 
how  oft  her  nephew  offer’d  she  t’  imbrace! 
how  often  said,  such  my  Adonis  was! 

But  fearing  to  disturb  his  soft  repose, 

Thousands  of  kfises  on  the  flowers  be  flows; 

The  breath  which  from  her  lip  the  rose  receives 
whispers  kind  warmth  into  its  glowing  leaves; 

And  from  her  quickping  touch  new  kfises  rise, 
whose  ripe  increase  her  full joy  multiplies. 

Then  round  the,  earth,  the  Goddess  by  a  pair 
o  f  milfrsvhite  swans  drawn  through  the  fleeting  air, 
sows  kfises  all  the  way,  and  as  they  fell 
on  the  fat  glebe,  thrice  murmurs  a  dark  spell. 

Hence  a  kind  harvefl  for  sicfi  lovers  grows, 

Hence  firings  the  only  cure  for  all  my  woes. 

near  kisses! you  that  scorched  hearts  renew, 

Born  of  the  rose  pregnant  with  sacred  dew, 
u pony  our  poet  deathless  verse  distill, 

That  may  endure  long  as  Medusa’s  hill, 
or  whilfl  love,  mind  full  flill  of  Rome’s  dear  race, 
shall  with  his  numbers  their  soft  language  grace . 


As  in  a  thousand  wanton  curls  the  vine 
noth  the  lov’d  elm  embrace; 
as  clamping  ivy  round  the  oa p  doth  twine 
to  piss  his  leavy  face ; 

so  thou  about  my  necp  thy  arms  shalt fling, 
joining  to  mine  thy  breast; 
so  shall  my  arms  about  thy  fair  necp  cling, 

My  lips  on  thine  imprest. 

ceres  nor  Bacchus,  care  of  life  nor  sleep 
shall  force  me  to  retire ; 

But  we  at  once  will  on  each  others  Up 
our  mutual  souls  expire. 

Then  hand  in  hand  down  to  th *  Elizian  plains 
( crossing  the  stygian  lake) 
wee’ l  through  those  fields  inhere  spring  eternal  reigns 
our  pleasing  journey  take . 

There  their  fair  midtresses  the  Heroes  lead, 

And  their  old  loves  repeat, 
singing  or  dancing  in  a  flowry  mead 
with  myrtles  round  beset. 

r  oses  and  violets  smile  beneath  a  screen 
of  ever  verdant  bayes; 

And  gentle  zephyr  amorously  between 
Their  leaves  untroubled  plays. 


There 


rhere  constantly  the  pregnant  earth  unplow'd 
ner  fruitful  Store  supplies, 
when  we  come  thither,  all  the  happy  crowd 
vrom  their  green  thrones  will  rise; 

There  thou  in  place  above  jove’s  numerous  train 
of  mistresses  shalt  sit; 
ners  Helen,  Homer  will  not  his  disdain 
vor  thee  and  me  to  quit. 


A  kiss  I  begg’d,  and  thou  did  ft join 
t  by  lips  to  mine ; 

Then,  as  afraid,  snatch’d  bacp  their  treasure, 
And  mocp  my  pleasure; 

Again  my  de  are  ft  l  for  in  this 

rhou  only  gave  ft  desire,  and  not  a  piss. 


’Tis  no  kiss  my  fair  be  Flows; 
cellar  ’ tis  whence  new  life  flows; 
All  the  sweets  which  nimble  bees 
in  their  osfier  treasuries 
with  unequall’d  art  repose , 
you  one  kfs  her  lips  disclose, 
rhese,  if  I  should  many  take, 
soon  would  me  immortal  make, 
Rais’d  to  the  divine  abodes, 

And  the  banquets  of  the  Gods. 

Re  not  then  too  lavish,  Bair! 
But  this  heavenly  treasure  pare, 
’l ess  thou’ It,  too,  it?2mortal  be: 
For  without  thy  company, 
what  to  me  were  the  abodes 
or  the  banquets  of  the  Gods? 


HHHHtmmSHHH 
£®(©m©@3G£«:  5  «^©©ITS©@X 


When  thou  thy  pliant  arms  do  ft  wreath 
kb  out  my  neck, \>  and  gently  breath 
into  my  breaft  that  soft  sweet  air 
with  which  thy  soul  doth  mine  repair, 
when  my  faint  life  thou  draw’ ft  away, 

My  life  which  scorching  flames  decay, 
o  ’ercharg’d  my  panting  bosom  boiles, 
whose  fever  thy  kind  art  beguiles, 

And  with  the  breath  that  did  infpire 
noth  mildly  fan  my  glowing  fire, 
Transported  then  I  cry,  above 
a//  other  deities  is  Dove! 
or  if  a  deity  there  be 
Greater  than  Dove,  ’tis  only  thee. 


Our  bargain  for  tivo  thousand,  kisses  made , 
a  thousand  I  receiv’d,  a  thousand  paid: 
t  he  number  I  confess  thou  baht  supplied, 
nut  l ove  with  numbers  is  not  satisfied. 
n  one  praise  the  harvest  who  can  count  their  ears, 
or  sum  the  blades  of  grass  the  meadow  wears; 
who  for  a  hundred  duffers  Bacchus  fees? 
or  sues  to  pales  for  a  thousand  bees? 
when  pious  j  ove  waters  the  thirdly  plain, 
we  number  not  the  drops  of  falling  rain; 
or  when  the  troubled  air  with  tempeffs  quakes, 

And  he  displeas’d,  in  hand  his  fear’d  arms  tapes, 

At  random  on  the  earth  he  scatters  hail, 

And  fruit  or  corn  securely  doth  assail; 
or  good  or  bad,  heaven’ s  gifts  exceed  all  sum; 

A  majeffy  that  doth  jove’s  house  become. 

wilt  thou,  dear  Goddess ,  then  {more  bright  than  she 
who  in  a  shell  sail’d  through  the  smiling  sea ) 

Kisses,  thy  heavenly  gif ts ,  ffriffly  confine 
t  o  number, yet  to  count  my  sighs  decline? 
or  sum  the  drops  whose  inexhauffed  firing 
f  lows  from  my  eyes,  my  pale  cheeps  furrowing? 
if  thou  wilt  reckon,  reckon  both  together; 
if  both  thou  number  not,  ah,  number  neither. 

Give  me  {to  ease  the  pain  my  griev’d  soul  bears ) 
numberless  kisses,  for  unnumbered  tears. 
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Kisses  a  hundred,  hundred  fold, 

A  hundred  by  a  thousand  told, 

Thousands  by  thousands  numbered  o’er, 
as  many  thousand,  thousand  more 
as  are  the  drops  the  seas  comprise, 
as  are  the  stars  that  paint  the  skies, 
to  this  soft  cheek,  this  Speaking  eye, 

This  swelling  Up,  will  I  apply . 

b  ut  whilst  on  these  my  kisses  dwell 
close  as  the  cockle  claSp  her  shell, 

This  swelling  lip  I  cannot  Spy, 

This  softer  cheek,  this  Speaking  eye: 
n or  those  sweet  smiles,  which  ( like  the  ray 
o/cynthius  driving  clouds  away) 

From  my  swoln  eyes  dispel  all  tears, 

From  my  sad  heart  all jealous  fears. 

Alas l  what  discontents  arise 
'Betwixt  my  cemulous  lips  and  eyes l 
can  l  with  patience  brook  that  j  ove 
should  be  a  partner  in  my  love, 
when  my  Strict  eye  the  rivalship 
disdains  to  suffer  of  my  lip? 
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Not  always  give  a  melting  kiss, 

And  smiles  with  pleasing  whispers  join'd; 
Not  always  extasied  with  bliss 

About  my  neck  thy  fair  arms  wind. 
t  he  wary  lover  learns  by  measure 
to  circumscribe  his  greatest  joy; 

'Left,  what  well-husbanded  yields  pleasure, 
wight  by  the  repetition  cloy, 
when  thrice  three  kfses  I  require, 

Give  me  but  two,  withold  the  other; 
such  as  cold  virgins  to  their  sire, 
or  chaste  d iana gives  her  brother. 

Then  wantonly  snatch  back  thy  Up, 

And  smoothly,  as  sly  fishes  glide 
Through  water,  giving  me  the  slip 
Thyself  in  some  dark  corner*  hide, 
i* le  follow  thee  with  eager  hafte 

And  having  caugfot  (as  hawks  their  prey ) 
in  my  victorious  arm  held  fa  ft 
wanting  for  breath,  bear  thee  away. 

Then  thy  soft  arms  about  me  twin'd 
Thou  shalt  use  all  thy  skill  to  please  me, 
And  offer  all  that  was  behind, 

The  poor  seven  kffses ,  to  appease  me. 


How 


h  ow  much  mistaken  wilt  thou  he! 

f  or  seven  times  seven  shalt  thou  pay, 
whilB  in  my  arms  I  fetter  thee 

l  eft  thou  once  more  should’ ft  get  away. 

'till  I  at  laft  have  made  thee  swear 
By  all  thy  beauty  and  my  love, 
rhat  thou  again  the  same  severe 

Revenge  for  the  same  crime  would’ ft  prove. 
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I  lay  of  life  by  thee,  my  life,  bereaved. 

About  thy  necfr  my  arms  were  loo  sly  weav’d, 
supplies  of  breath  my  wafted  spirits  fail, 
n  or  could  relieve  my  heart  with  one  fresh  gale: 
styx  now  before  my  eyes  appear’d,  the  darf 
Region,  and  aged  caron’s  swarthy  barf  ; 
when  thou  upon  my  lip  a  fiss  impreft 
drawn  from  the  depths  of  thy  enlivening  breaft: 
a  fiss  that  call’d  me  from  the  stygian  lake, 
And  made  the  ferryman  go  empty  bacf: 

Ah!  I  mistook]  he  went  not  bacfr  alone, 
uy  mournful  shade  along  with  him  is  gone; 
vart  of  thy  soul  within  this  body  reigns, 

And  friendly  my  declining  limbs  sustains; 
which  of  return  impatient,  roves  about, 
Ransacking  every  passage  to  get  out; 

And  if  no  kindness  she  from  thee  receive, 
e  v’n  now  her  falling  tenement  will  leave, 
come  then,  unite  thy  melting  lip  to  mine, 

And  let  one  spirit  both  our  breads  combine, 

Till  in  an  extasie  of  wi Id  desire 
Together  both  our  breasts  one  life  expire. 


Th’  idalian  boy  his  arrow  to  the  head 
(n  esera)  dreiv,  ready  to  dir  ike  thee  dead; 

But  when  thy  brow,  and  on  thy  brow  thy  hair, 
rhy  eyes’  quick  re  File  ss  light;  thy  cheeks  more  fair, 
Breafts  whiter  than  his  mother’s  he  did  view, 

Away  his  wavering  hand  the  slack  shaft  threw: 
rhen  to  thy  arms  with  childish  joy  he  skips, 
printing  a  thousand  pisses  on  thy  Ups; 
which  cypfian  spirits,  and  the  myrtle’ s  juice 
into  thy  bosom  gently  did  infuse 
And  by  the  Gods,  and  his  fair  mother,  swore 
ne  never  would  attempt  to  hurt  thee  tnore. 
wonder  we  then  thy  pisses  are  so  sweet ? 
or  why  no  love  thy  cold  breast  will  admit ? 


Thou  then  Latona’s  Bar  more  bright, 
Yairer  thanvz nus’  golden  light, 
a  hundred  pisses  pay; 

Many  ^Lesbia 

save  and  receiv'd  from  her  glad  lover; 
as  are  the  Graces  round  thee  hover, 
or  cupids  that  do  skip 
About  thy  cheek)  an^  ^P> 
as  lives  and  death  thy  bright  eye  wears; 
as  many  hopes,  as  many  fears, 
joys  interlin'd  with  woe, 
or  sighs  from  lovers  flow; 

Many  as  the  darts,  that  on 
My  heart  by  the  wing’d  boy  are  sown; 
as  many  as  do  lie 
in  his  gilt  armoury; 

to  these  kjnde  blandishments,  with  glad 
whispers,  and  mirthful  dalliance  add; 
with  grateful  smiles ,  that  may 
our  full  delight  betray; 
as  two  chaonian  turtles  bill 
And  the  soft  air  with  murmurs  fill, 
when  winter’s  rigid  snows 
Away  young  zephyr  blows; 


Reft 


r  eft  on  my  cheeky  in  extasy, 

Ready  to  close  thy  dying  eye; 

And  as  thou  faint' ft  away 
Me  to  uphold  thee  pray: 

My  arms  about  thee  I  will  twine; 

My  ivarm  to  thy  cold  bosom  join, 
And  call  thee  backfrom  death, 
with  a  long  jissse’s  breath: 
till  me  like  fate  of  life  bereave, 
who  in  that  kiss  my  pint  leave, 
And  as  l  sink  arvaJ 
thee  to  uphold  me  pray: 
thy  arms  about  me  thou  shalt  tie, 
thy  warm  to  my  cold  breast  apply, 
And  summon  me  from  death 
with  a  long  kjssse’s  breath, 
thus  let  us,  dear,  in  mutual joy 
the  florid  part  of  time  employ; 
tor  age  our  lives  will  ivafte; 
sickness  and  death  inake  haste. 


In  such  a  colour  as  the  morning  rose 
Doth  water’d  with  the  tears  of  night  disclose 
T he  blushing  kisses  of  Neaera  shine 
when  they  the  humid  print  retain  of  mine; 
r  oimd  which  the  beauties  of  her  face  beset, 
as  when  some  white  hand  crops  a  violet; 
as  flowers  with  cherries ,  that  together  wear 
rhe  Spring  and  summer’ s  livery,  appear, 
unhappy!  why  now  when  thy  find  lip  warms 
My  soul,  a?n  I  constrain’d  to  quit  thy  arms  ? 
rhis  crimson  treasure,  ah!  reserve  for  me, 
Till  night  return  and  bring  me  back ,  t°  thee; 
nut  if  meantime  they  any  other  seek, 

May  they  become  far  paler  than  my  cheek- 


Ne/Era’s  lips  {to  which  adds  grace 
t  he  ambient  ivhiteness  of  her  face , 
as  coral  berries  smiling  lie 
'within  their  case  of  ivory) 
when  venus  saw,  she  wept,  and  all 
Her  little  loves  did  to  her  call, 
what  boots  it  {cries  she)  that  on  ide 
vrom  Pallas  and  jove’s  sitter-bride 
My  lips  the  glorious  prisy  did  gain 
By  judgement  of  the  Phrygian  swain, 
if  now  another  arbiter 
Neasra’s  may  to  mine  prefer  ? 
go,  dp  end  upon  him  every  dart, 

-Empty your  quivers  on  his  heart; 

Blit  into  hers  a  frott,  that  may 
congeal  her  youthful  veins,  convey. 

This  scarce  was  dpoke,  but  ttraight  I  felt 
My  soul  in  a  soft  flame  to  melt; 
whiltt  thy  white  breatt,  which  far  out-goes 
m  coldness  winter’s  sharpe tt  snows, 
in  hardness  Adria’s  ttubborn  rocks, 

Thy  suffering  lover  safely  mocks . 
ungrateful,  for  those  lips  am  I 
Tormented  thus,  nor  know* tt  thou  why 


Thou 


t  hou  hat’B,  or  what  effects  may  arise 
vrom  discontented  deities: 

Remit  thy  anger,  and  assume 
A  smile  that  may  thy  cheeky  become; 
rhy  lips  {of  all  my  misery 
t  he  only  cause)  to  mine  apply; 

And  from  my  scorching  bosom  draw 
a  warmth  that  may  thy  coldness  thaw; 
j  ove  fear  not,  nor  cythera’s  hate; 
Reauty  controls  the  power  of  fate. 


Ye  wing’d  confectioners;  why  thyme  and  roses? 
t  he  sweets  the  vernal  violet  discloses 
why  seefiye?  or  the  breath  of  flowery  dill? 
come,  at  my  mi  hires  s’  lips  your  soft  bags  fill 
rhyme  and  the  scent  of  roses  they  produce, 
t he  vernal  violets  nectarean  juice: 
t he  blooming  dills  sweet  breath  far  off  they  bpread, 
rhey’re  bleep  t  in  the  true  tears  Narcissus  shed, 
And  bath’d  in  h yacinthus’  fragrant  blood 
such  as  when  falling  in  a  mixed  flood 
o  f  heav’nly  neCtar;  whilft  the  blended  shower 
Rais’d  fi'om  the  earth  a  party-colour’ d  flower. 

But  when  I  come  to  table  these  joys  with  yon, 
no  not,  ungrateful,  drive  me  from  my  due, 
nor  greedy  with  your  Bore  biretch  every  hive 
reft  of  all  sweetness  yon  her  lips  deprive 
And  in  her  next  ( insipid )  pisses,  I 
Bind  the  reward  of  my  discovery. 
n  or  wound  her  soft  lips  with  your  little  darts, 
wounds  far  more  deadly  her  bright  eye  imparts: 
Believ’t  ,your  wrongs  will  never  pass  forgot ; 
s  ucfi  honey  gently  thence,  but  sting  her  not. 
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